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DECEMBER, 1935 31 
The early morning carol of a bird, 
Or kindness in a simple greeting word, 
That broke the spell; and there, close by my side, 
Appeared the vision of a fairy guide; 
A child-like form and face; her golden hair 
Showered a springtime sweetness on the air. 
"I am Eternal Hope," the fairy whispered; 
"From Fallen Angels fled, now I abide 
Within the hearts of men; there I remain 
To guide their efforts, to strengthen them in trials, 
To that last day when they shall need me most. 
Come, follow me; my ways are ways of laughter 
Warm with the joys of life; my magic power 
Shall heal the scars of bitterness and gloom, 
And, opening wide all eyes to earth's green beauty, 
Shall lead through cheerful days to better times." 
Fog 
By Benjamin H. Burma 
S U R E L Y there is nothing so beautiful as a fog. Not the soot-
^ laden, smoke-congested fog of the city, but the dense, white 
nothingness such as lingers over a river at dawn, the transfig-
ured miasma of the night. Under its magic touch all things 
become indistinct, transient, lovely. The commonplace tree be-
comes a cloudy emerald submerged in a sea of living, swirling, 
motionless, deathless white. Forms loom into the foreground, 
and silently pass by like the phantasms they are. Birds, un-
seen, cry overhead, voices crying from nothing unto nothing. 
A deep peace steals over me; cares grow indistinct and vanish. 
I am plucked from Earth and whirled into the bright immensi-
ties of space—Infinity seems real, and Reality but the shadow. 
32 SKETCH 
No longer am I a merest speck on a bit of dust in this thing we 
call the Universe. I am the Universe. I am Zeus, born of 
Cronus and Rhea, formed of Chaos by Space and Time. 
The Sun rises higher; the fog melts away. Gray indefinite-
ness gives way to dazzling brightness. I am but myself, a yeasty 
ferment struggling to make itself a God.—Why does the fog 
exist but to yield to the Sun? 
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Singapore River 
By Tan Kian Soe 
BETWEEN deep walls the water laps; 
Ebb tide a muddy smell: 
Heave sampans on the thick brown way 
To the harbour roads. 
Some, high-laden, creak and strain; 
Yellow bodies, bending, 
Pull the oars, 
And slow the heavy craft again 
Bears casks of rubber. 
THERE the slime 
Lies deeper down the walls, 
And wet, black mud 
Bears sampans by the quay, 
Noise and shouting falls; 
Dark dens 
Breathe sweet opium 
Sleepily. 
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